In the good old days the roan who chose either from taste or principle to abstain from strong drink met with scant tolerance from his neighbours. His was not a large following, he did not rush into print, and his very existence might be questioned were it not for the shafts of scorn launched against him by the writers of the period. It is possible, however, from the collective abuse of his adversaries, to form a tolerably clear picture of his position in Shakespeare's day. The Good water then was hard to get, its use was prohibited altogether in winter; and even in hot weather, when least harmful, it was emphatically decreed that " it ought seldom to be drunk." Yet, within half a century from these learned dicta the water-drinker had his revenge, and the despised element was exalted into the position of a panacea.
